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Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

’ 7'or. Bring my Boots, T will unto the King. v 

r - 3? #A Strike him At*merle. Poore boyithou art amaz’d, 

HenceVillaine,ney?f more come m my fight. . , i . C 
Tar. Give me my Soots I fay. - ' : - v - Ti 

Dut. Why Torke,Vihzt wilt thou doe K 
Wilt thou, not hide the trefpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we more Tonnes ? Or are we like to have? w 
Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ?. 

And wilt thou plucke my faire Tonne from mine Ago, 

And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor » Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou eonceale this darke cohfpiracy ? ^ t ■ • 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford* 

Dut . He fitall be none : # - * 1 

WeeT keepe him here : then what is that to him t ; 

Ten Away fond woman •• were he twenty times my 
fonne,I would appeach him. 

D#r.Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done* • 
Thou wouldeft be more pictifull: . 

Butnowl know thyminde; thou do’ft fiupea 

That I have beene diflovall to thy bed, 

And that he is a baftard , not thy lonne: ■ 

Sweet Torks, fweet husband, be not of that mind : 

He is as like thee, as a man may be. 

Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 

-And yet I love him- 

Tor. Make way,uoruly woman. Exit. 

Dut. After tAumerle. Mount thee upon bis Hone, 
Snurre poll, and get before himio the Kin*, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doe accufe thee. 

He not be long behinde; though I be’ Oldi 

I doubt net. but to ride, as faft as Y orke : ■■ 

And never wiil I rife up from the ground, - xjl 
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^Tllchard'il? - fecohdr 

Till Rulli»gt>ro<>ke have pardon’d thee:Away,be gone, Ex, 


Scan# Tertia . 


Enter Eulltngbroske JP ercy >and other Lordu 
Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty Tonne ? 

»Tis full three monthes fince 1 did fee him laft. 

Ifany plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavernes there ; 

For there (they fayjhe daily doth frequent. 

With un- re drained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fayj as (land in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beateour paffengers, 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poy nt of honour , to fupport 
So diffolute a crew. 

Per. My Lord,fome two dayes fince 1 Taw the Prince, 
And told himofthefe triumphes held at Oxford* 
r Bul. And whatfayd the Gallant? 

Per . His anfwer was, he would unto the. ftewes, 

And from the common’ll: creature plucke a glove 
And weare it as a favour , and with that 
He would unhorfe the luftieft challenger. 

Bui. As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
Ifeefome fparks of better hope : which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth* But who comes here ? 

Enter Aumerle. 

-Aurn^N here is tire King t 
Bui. What meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (lefty 

■Aunt. God fave your Grace, I doe befeech your Ma- 
- 0 have fome conference yvith your Grace alone. 

Bui, Withdraw your felves,»nd leave us here alone, 

| What is the the matter with' our Cohn now ? 

Aunt ■. 
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